guised hints were necessary to persuade her to leap into
it I cannot guess. But in the end her barriers, sapped
from within by her own inertia and sense of separation
from her own family, were broken down. And I can
picture easily enough how the last of the discussions
ended,

Tom would be almost gay. The struggle was over,
and he and his day-dreams were comfortably provided
for.

"Well, old lady," he would say, "that's fixed. All
you need to do now is to go out and take a nice little
flat in the West End. Ill look round and get some sort
of little place in the country where I can get ahead with
my lettuces: there's money in them as sure as eggs are
eggs. I'll take the child with me, it'll be far better
for her, and you shall come down and see us at
week-ends and when you want a holiday. You'll
make money hand over fist, don't you worry. And
don't you think 111 ever forget how you've stood by
me. You've been a little brick. I shan't deceive you,
well pool all we make. And when my ship comes
home, 1*11 pay you back for all you've ever done for me/'
And I imagine he went out and had a good drink on it.

My mother took a little flat in Clarges Street. How
much her first night on the streets cost her I cannot
pretend to guess. Soon she began to frequent the
Empire promenade, the half crown one and the -five-
shilling one, where you had to dress. What failures she
had were due to her lack of brazenness, what successes to
the fact that she didn't look what she was. "You look
like a district visitor, not a prostitute," her men would

